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CHAPTER XIX.

A French Man-of-War,
No food wus brought me during the
afternoon, nor had I eaten all day, yet
mmy mental state was such I had no
wonsciousness of hunger. T had dis-
<overed no means of creating a light,
mlthough my eyes were sufficlently ac-
customed to dimness to enable me to
Enove about my narrow quarters safely
lenough.

It must have been between eight and
mine o'clock when the key turned In
the lock of my door, and Liverpool
Nooked In. The light from the swing-

lamp In the maln cabln flared into
poy eyes, blinding me, yet I recognlzed

8 face, and saw Dade close behind

bearing a tray. Nelther of them
@poke, but Red, having assured him-
welf of my presence, stood aslde, and
motioned the steward to enter. The
latter deposited the laden tray on the
desk, and backed out sllently, every
movement showing him thoroughly
«owed by his guardian. Realizing that
@ny word from me would only result In
dnsult, I remalned sllent, and the two
disappeared, closing and locking the
door behind them. I confess I ate the
®ood with relish, for It was well cooked,
Aand served with some dalntiness. After
@ second cup of coffee I felt much
moore llke myself, rummaging through
#he captain's chest until I found some
ftobacco and a pipe, which I at once
appropriated to my own use. No one
weturned for the emptied dishes, and I
@at for a long while at the open port
oking, the blue spiral swept away
the rush of alr, and my eyes on
ithe starlit waters.

I had been sallor long enough to aec-
ieept the ordinary perils of the sea as

rt of the profession. Nothing was
too strange to be true at sea; and so It

8 not the position In which I found
mmyself ; not the possible fate of the In-
i{dlan Chief, or of her captured officers,
swhich weighed most upon my mind—Iit

8 Vera Carrington. If those villuins
@cuttled the ship; If they took to the
boats to save themselves, leaving us
to drown like rats, what would they do
with the girl? Would MeCann dare to
take her with him? Would he venture
leaving her allve to bear witness to
‘his crime? There was but one an-
swer—not unless she was utterly in his
power, Either he must quiet her by
force, and thus bring her spirit to his
will, or else compel her to marry him,
and so legally seal her lips. And the
man was perfectly capable of taking
_elther course — whichever

easier,

This was the consideration which
served partially to arouse me from
cotin. I could not continue to sit there
waiting for Fate to appronch; bhetter
far to go forth and meet it in manly
fashion. I had a good strong kuoife
in my pocket, and the lock of the door
wus 4 common one, the wood surround-
Ing it soft pine. There was nothing in
that obstacle to prevent my escape, and
if I wus discovered at large. my pun-
ishment would merely be confinement
elsewhere, 1 had therefore nothing 1o
lose, but everything to gain by the ex
perlment. The hour was late, the night
had thus far heen o quist one, and It
was quite probable the fellow, cone
fortably sltuated, was drowsing al his
task. Anyvhow, T woud Hitle
nolse, nnd the chance was worth tok-
ing.

The labor proved easier than T had
supposed, The saft pine yielded ensily
to the sharp blnde, and a very few mo-
ments sufliced to ecut the
enubling me to open the door silently
and take cautious survey of the wain
cabin. At first 1 doubted the PIresenee
of anyone, nnd had, Indecd, ventured
forth hefore perceiving the form of o
man outstretehed on the
rounding the butt of the
The fellow was asleep, yvet restless
enongh to be dangerous, His face was
in shadow, and I thought it best not
to venture close enough to identify
Mm, although the dim light revenled

mi ke

lack olony,

divan sur-

mizzenmnst,

seetned |
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leave the gun.”

“Vat ees it, Monsleur White? Why
they want me on deck?”

“What's the difference, you frog-
eater? But I'll tell yer anyhow. There
1s a crulser showing up off our port
quarter, which has caught slght o' us.
B8he looks Frenchy, and If there 18 a
hall, It will be up to you to answer—
you are the only one aboard this
hooker who talks the lingo llke a na-
tive, sea!"

Dubols stood staring, his lips parted
in sudden terror.

“A French warsheep; eet hall us?"

“Not yet; but they are bound to
question us, all right. There! did you
hear that? A shot across our bows,
politely msking us to heave to; aye!
and we are slowing down; come, hurry
up on deck with you, Frenchy.”

“But—but, monsieur, what ees it I
can say? I know not ze words, ze—
ze explanation.”

“You speak French, don't you?"'

**Qul, monslieur, oui, but—but I know
not what to speak.”

“Well, don't let that worry you. Mec-
Cann will tell you—but God pity you,
Dubols, If you fall to repeat it. Up
with you now, and be llvely about It!"

All thought of my former purpose
vanished from my mind as I realized
this new chance of rescue. At any risk
I must attain quickly to the open deck,
where I could create an alarm suffi-
clent to awaken susplicion on board the
approaching Frenchman, McCann's
only hope of escape lay In some salis-
factory explanation, which would lull
the susplclons of the French com-
mander—some lle smooth enough to
prevent boarding and search.

Assured that White was beyond ob-
gervation of any of my movements, I
crept cautiously around the stalr rull,
and nolselessly mounted the steps. I
found the after part of the maln deck
deserted, although forward of the
mainmast I could perceive dark
blotches along the port rall, where
members of the watching party were
observing the approach of the French
crulser. With heart beating like a trip-
hammer, I made my way along the
front of the cabln, untll I ventured to
peer over the port rall, secure that my
pregsence on deck was screened by the
deep shadows In which I lurked.

The gleam of the stars alone re-
vealed the glittering surfuce of the gen,
but the night was clear of fog, and the

- -l

The Black Outline of the French War-
ship Was Plainly Visible.

blaek outline of the French warship
wus pluinly visible, approaching us at
half-specd, and sllently closing up the
narrowitng gap of wuter between the
two vessels, 1 felt the heart come up
into my throat as 1 gazed spellbound,
every nerve in me throbbing painfully.
A single volee echoing along  those

, decks yorder conld blow us out of the

A& belt about his waist, and the bulging !

butt of a revolver. Convinced that my
only hope of accomplishment lay In

the discovery and release of my fel- |

low prisoners, I crept neross the de-
serted cabin, and entered the passage
leading forward, Somewhere
ships these were surely confined.  But
I was not destined to discover where,

I had taken scarcely a step when the
eompanion door opened, and a man
started down the stalrs. Crouched In
the darkness, I saw the sleeping guard,
aroused by the noise, spring upright,
and as the light fell on his face, I rec-
ognized a seaman named Dubola,

wall, staring down as though momen-
tarily blinded by the light.

“Is that you, Dubols?’ he asked In
the barsh croak belonging to Jim
White.

“D—— yon—you was aslecp.”

“I lay back to rest, but I was not
asleep, monsieur—non, non.”

“Well, we won't fight over that now.
You're the only Frenchman on board,
t:dwawantmundnk. Go on up;
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wman on the stairs paused, gripping the |

amid- |

water. Even as 1 stared at the grim
spectacle, the sl figure of a4 man ap
s

peared at the end of the bridge, and
a volee hailed us In French,

“Ahoy there! What ship is that?”

Thers was a shutlling of feet ahove
me; “hen MeCann spoke In English:

“The American  freighter  Indian
Chief, hound for Liverpool."”

“Is there anyone aboard who speaks
French?”

I heard them hustle Dubols forward
to the rall, and cavght a word or two
of MeCann's sawift threat hissed Into
his ear; then the frightened French-
man stammered out an answer,

“Oul, monsleur, je parle Francals.”

“Then talk up; what ship I8 that?”

I could hear MeCann prompting, and
I'mbois echoing the words put in his
mouth.

“The Indian Chief, Boston, MeCann,

| master, from 8t. Johns to Liverpool,
| two days out,”

“With what cargo?"

“Miscellaneous; mostly
chinery.”

A searchlight swept us fore and aft, |
but finully settled on the lttle group
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e R RS § ST B MRS W v

e S~ . ——— i —

"CONTRADAND

A Romance of the North Atlantic
PARRISA

rail,

“You're north of your course.”

There was an instant of hesitation}
then Dubols’ explanation:

“We ran before the storm last night,
monsleur, having been struck by light-
nln.g."

“Ah, I see; that accounts for your
stump of a foremast and the temporary
wheel aft. What shape are your boats
in?

“Three of them left, monsleur.”

“Send the captain, with the French-
men, over with the ship’s papers. Be
lively about It.”

“Oul, monsleur; what 18 the name
of the warship?"

“The French crulser Descartes, on
patrol. Get your boat over.”

What would McCann do? Was he
ready for such an emergency as this?
Had he taken the precaution to alter
the ship’'s manifest, or even forged a
new one? There was a moment of ex-
cited talk on the deck above me; then
McCann descended the starboard lad-
der, and disappeared through the com-
panion, evidently after the ship's pa-
pers,  Liverpool's volce ordering the
watch to lower number five boat, and
stand by, sung out from the poop rall.
McCann emerged from the companion,
called up to Liverpool, waving his hand
with a laugh full of confidence, and
went forward. A moment later he was
Jolned by Dubols, and the two men
clambered over the rall and dropped
into the lowered hoat. His actions, his
easy manner, startled me; those must
be carefully forged papers In his pocket
to enable him to proceed with such con-
fidence. Slowly I lifted myself until T
could peer over the slde at the dark
expanse of water between the vessels.
The searchlight of the warship rested
in a glare of white on the small boat
bobbing up and down, revealing the
men at the oars, and MecCann and Du-
bois In the stern sheets. Nelither
glanced back, but I could see thelr
faces clearly, and McCann was smiling
as though at an excellent joke.

CHAPTER XX.

The Crulser Leaves Us.
I was still clinging to the rall, and

staring down at the llght; I heard noth-

ing, felt no premonition of alarm, when
suddenly a hand gripped my throat, the
great fingers stifling every effort to cry
out. Before I could reslst, or even
brace myself, another hand was
clapped over my mouth and I was
falrly hurled back below the shelter of
the rull, dragged across (he black deck,
and thrown through the opened door
of the companion., This was accom-
plished so quickly, and with so little
evidence of struggle, as to attract no
notice from the Frenchman, from
whose deck no doubt every eye wns
fastened upon the approaching boat.
Half hurled, half dragged, I plunged
into the dimly 11t cabin, and It was not
until I struck the lower deck that I
even realized clearly what had oe-
curred, or who were my assallants., 1
fell sprawling on one shoulder, but was
as Instantly on my feet, brulsed, but
otherwige uninjured, maddened by a
rage beyond all control. White, emerg-
ing from the stateroom, through the
port of which he had been viewing the
seene alongside, startled by the sudden
upronr, a revolver gripped In his hand,
wis the first face I saw,

“What the—" he exclalmed in be-
wilderment, but before he could say
more my fist jammed Into his jaw, and
the fellow went aver full length on the
deck, the gun fiying from his opening
fingers, I had possession of it before
he ecould stop me, and was backed
against the door of a stateroom oppo-
@ite. murder In my heart ae T con-
fronted *he two who had flung me from
the top of the steps. T recognized them
now for the first time—Liverpool Red
and Tom Dugnan. Bnt one thought
seethed In my hraln—to ki,

“Curse you hoth" T erled, covering
them as they shrank back, “we'll end
this thing right hers™

Red  gripped  Rugan, holding  the
Irishman in front of him as a shield.
My revolver covered them hoth, my
fingers nervous on the trigger. Sund-
denly the door behind me slelded and T
staggered hack, unahle to regaln my
halanee until falrly within the state-
room. With a erash the door elosed,
Instantly shutting ont the surprised
faces of the two men In the eabin: a
key erenked in the loek, and Vera Car-
rington fronted me, her back against
the wood,

“Were—were  they
yom? she panted.

“They ecertainly did thelr best,” Y
answered, “hut It was my turn when
vou dropped me [n here”

“You-—yon mean that T made a mis-
take—that you were In no danger?”

“T had the upper hand. 1 took this
revolver away from White, and do not
helieve elther of the others were armed.
In nnother second T shonld have fired,
Gur only hope of rescue lles In creating

trylng to kil

an nlarm; there 18 a French crulser
Iying jvs=t off our port quarter.”

“A French erulser! We have been
capinred 7

“No; merely halted and questloned.
The Frenchman does not even suspect
ar vthing wrong. 1 was endeavoring
to sound an nlarm when these fellows
aoized me, and threw me down the
stalrg Into the cabin”

“But how did you get on deck? And
where (lid youn procure the revolver?”

“I cut my way out; the gun wne
taken from White, Don't block the way,
Miss Vern! T must get to the declk
again or it will be too late.,”

“Ts MeCann out there?”

“Noi only Red, and a sallor named
Dug:in.  White 1s knocked out, and
MeCann has gone aboard the crulser.
He has forged papers with him, Let
me go; I can fight my way through
with this gun. Those devils will either

etaw hare. Ave man. ver better °° o0 clustersd towether om the poop | meke way or get hurt”

Kha wterned aside and with mno
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other thougnt but the necessity fof
action, I turned the key In the lock
and flung the doot open. The maln
deck was ‘deserted; to my surprise,
all three of the men had disappeared.
With revolver gripped In one hand, I
stepped forward, searching with suspi-
clous eyes every dark corner, dimly
conscious that the girl followed. I had
attalned the foot of the stairs, even
advanced a step upward, before my
progress was arrested. Suddenly the
companion door was flung open and a
mob of men confronted me, surging

in through the narrow space from the |
I drew Instantly back, stunned

deck.
by slght of McCann in thelr lead, real-
Izing Instantly that our effort to at-
tain the open was already too late.

“There he 1s!” he crled eagerly. “Get
him, you men. Lively now; there's no
danger; If he lifts that gun, he's a
dead man,”

I was staring straight into thie black
muzzle leveled at my head, but before
I could move, or even determine what
wis best to be done, Vera stood be-
tween me and the mob on the sinirs,

“Go back! back to my stateroom:
he'll never shoot me. Please, plense
ko back.”

I was hot-headed enough to have
fought them all, but to attempt resist-
ance then would have endungered her
life. I retnined sense sufficient to
know this, and that only force would
cnst her aside. I heard MeCann mut-
ter an oath, and Red rour out some
order, punctured with profanity, yet
did not truly comprehend what efforts
were being made to bfick our retreat.
Before a hand could grasp elther of
us, we were within the shelter of the
stateroom, and the girl had closed and
locked the door. Fists pounded on the

“There'll Be Six of You Dead If You
Break In This Door.”

wood In Impotent rage, and I heard
volces urging others to bring imple-
iments with whieh to batter thelr
way in,

“MeCann,” I shouted, “call off your
men! 1 have six bullets here; and
there'll be six of you dead If you break
in this door.”

There was silence: then a mutter
of volees—one angry with threat,
others seemingly urging compromise,
Whatever the argument, the advocntes
of peace seemed in the majority, for
aut of the hubbub MceCann spoke loud
enough to be plainly heard.

“There I8 no use of your threats,
Hoilis,” he sald, rapping on the door,
“we have weapons as well as you, and
you eannot fight alone agninst the
whole ship's erew, The best thing for
you to do now 1s to listen to reason,”

“What has become of the French
cruiszer?”

He Inughed, and T could hear Liver-
pool joln in rather nolsily.

“Five miles to leeward, and golng
strong.  She'll be out of slght In two
hours, There's no hope for you there,
my man."”

“You ghowed forged papers?”

“Ave: that enough; yon
never supposed 1 was such a fool as
to overlook that, did yon? We are
fram St. Johns to Liverpool, with a
miscellaneous cargo. The fellow swaul-
lowed my yarn as though it was sugar
candy.  And the best of it is, that 1s
the only war vessel patrolling these
waters; we have a cineh.”

“Not without me,” I answered ealm-
Iy, after n pause in which my mind
gripped the situation. “The telltale
compnsgs shows you are three points
off your course now., ['ll talk with
you, McCann, but if 1 continue to nav-
igate this ship it will be at my own
terins, and you'll elther give me what
I ask, or we'll fight It out here and
now,"

“Whet wre your terms?"

I took time to think, determined to
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are you, the czar of ltussla?"

“l am the rightful captain of this
ship,” I returned stifily, “and the «:mlyI
man on board capable of nwvigating
her. You can anccept my terms, or
leave them; and those are not all
McCann, I am talking to you, not that
sen scum."”

“All right; go ahend. What else?"

“l am to retaln this revolver for'
protection, and the key to my state-
room ; Miss Carrington is also to re-
tain her key. When you men desert
ship, which I know you plan to do,
the Indlan Chief Is to be left In sea-
worthy condition. That's all."

“Enough, I should think. You must
consider your services Indispensable,’
However, I accept the terms, providing
you agree to do what we ask In re-
turn.”

“That T navigate the ship to within
fifty miles of 8t, Johns; notify you
when we rench that point, and give
you correct sailing directions.”

“That Is what we want."

“Gowd; T weeept. Take your men
out of the eabhin.”

1 stood motiontess, still gripping the
revolver In one hand, listenlng to
enteh every sound the other side of |
the closed door. There was o muttered |
discussion, the words mostly inaudible, '
although 1T heard enough to convince
me that McUnon was uvging ucm-pt-l
anee of my conditioms on the ground
that It would be Impossible for me, |
wlone, and ander survelllance, to add |
to thelr danger. Sowe wopds were
ndded o so low a tone as to fall to
rench my enr, but whatever they were,
they evoked a laugh, and seemed to
restore the dissatisfled to better hu-
mor. Liverpool took sides with Mec-
Cann in the dispute, and the two unit-
ed must have prevalled, for the men
finally dispersed, and we could hear
thelr heavy sea boots tramping up
the stalrs.

Relleved of the strain, I turned to
meet the questloning eyes of the girl.

“That—that was better than fight-
Ing—wasn't 1t?" she asked almost anx-
lously.

“Yes; I lost my head for the mo-
ment, and could only think of reaching
deck, and shoutlng an alarm to the
crulser.”

“It was too late for that."

“Yesa; we know it was now, and
probably I would never have reached
there allve. I am very thankful to
you."

“To me!" Her lips smiled, although
her eyes remalned grave., “Why, I
merely opened a door—besldes, even
that act was supremely selfish."

“I eannot conceive how."

“You do not? Yet surely you can
realize what it would mesan to me to
he left alone on board with—wlith Fer-
gus McCann. 1 do so desplse the
creature that I shrink from even look-
Ing Into his eyes. It—It was to avold
meeting him agaln that I locked the
door."

“He talked with you, then?"

“Yes, at the table. We were nlone
for & moment, and it was his manner
which frightened me rather than any
words suld, I left the table without
speaking. He—he followed me, how-
ever, and tried my stateroom door.”

I worth playing for, surely.”

. hers,

“And the others? What would be
the fate of you and the others If I
mnde that hateful bargain?”

“In no way different, I imagine,
from what It will be if you refuse,” I
sald soberly—and my hand closed on
“McCann has no intention that
we shall ever put foot on shore. He
would be a fool to permit such a
thing."

“You think it all planned out?”

“In detail; McCann, Liverpool and
White know exactly what they Intend
doing. Thelr questioning of me, and

| their scrutiny of the chart, convinces

me of this. I even belleve now I could
naroe the other men of the crew who
will be In their boat, when they aban-
don ship—Dugan, Dubols, Sachs and
the negro, Watson, with perhaps two
others I am not so sure of. Why, Miss
Vera, you heard what I was compelled i
to ussent to a moment ago. I am to

pilot the Indian Chief to within fifty

| miles of the harbor of St. Johns, tim-

ing our arrival at that point to some
hour of the night. I am to give Mec-
Cann notlce of our arrival there, and
furnish him with exact salling direc-
tions to complete the course. This
means that the crew expect to aban-
don the ship there, and take to the
boats. There are enough remalining
In good condition—and just enough—
to carry them all, but the Indian
Chief will be left with none to rescue
those of us who are left on board in
case of accldent to the vessel.”

“And you anticipate accident?”’

“1 belleve the ship will be deserted
in an unseaworthy condition—elither
with her bottom plerced, or her sea-
cocks open; and that those of us left
aboard will be so confilned as to be
practically helpless to save the vessel
from golng down."

“And the men in the boats will get
ashore, scatter and never be heard
from again. No one willl ever learn
what became of the Indian Chlef, or
that we were aboard?"

“The French crulser will report hav-
ing spoken us at sea. That will be
the Inst word. The truth ‘will never
be made clear. Our fate will be anoth-
er sea mystery, never explalned.”

“Some of the crew might talk later—
in ligquor.,”

“There is always that danger, and
McCunn is farsighted enough to guard
agalnst It as far as possible. The
boats will easlly become separated in
the darkness, If the others are ever
picked up, it will be accldentally by
some ship at sea—and there are al-
most no ships in this ocean. There
are few flaws in the plan, as I have
figured out."

She did not answer, her eyes on
my face, her expression exhibiting the
horror she felt at this vivid picture
which I had drawn. Then she slowly,
gently withdrew her hand from my
grasp, sinking into a chalr, her head
bent forward.

“You—you really believe they actu-
ally plan to do all this?' she asked
at lnst., “And whut—what about me?
You suggested thaut—that marriage
might save me from this faute. Do you
think so il of me as to Imagine I
would ever consent to such a bargain?"

“Saying nothipg 7"

“No; It was locked,
laughed and went away,"

“l suspect the man is almost as
much afraid of you as you are of him,”
I sald quietly, "and is puzzled what
to do with you."

“Afraid of me—why?"

“Well, if you were not aboard, his
prrablem would be a much easler one
to solve,  The lives of none of the

und—and he

rest of us would welgh much in the |

caleulation.”
“And you think my life does?”
“Undoubtedly, MeCann I8 a villain
by nature; he was born with eriminnl
instinets, which have heen

noe wise

changed by the possession of wealth, !
'

But he is fully awanke to the perll of
his position. The fellow is a coward
back of all his bluflf, und 1 do not think
his eriminal instinets are bloodthirsty,
But he has drifted into a desperate
situntion, from which he must extri-
cate hunself at any cost,"”

“You mean-—oh, not that?"

“I mean there is but one sure solu-
tlon—dead men tell no tales”

CHAPTER XXI.

A Plan to Save Ourselves.

She stood with hands clusped, and
parted lips, her eyes wide open with
unconcealed horror, for the moment
unahle to utter n word,

“You—you actually think that, Mr.
Hollis?
to—to murder all on board to protect
himself?"

“If assured such an act would bring
safety, I do not belleve he would hesi-
tate at even that erlme. To be per-
fectly plain, Miss Vera, it is my Jjudg-

 ment that your presence on hoard pre-

demunnd every concession | dared ask, |

arcired that T held the winning hana

“Well,” T sald finally, “this coast
to the west of us Is no Joke at any
senson of the year, and there are sea
currents along here to fool any sea-
man. You can take the chances If yon
want to, but It Is my bellef you fools
will have this ship on the rocks within
twenty-four hours, If you trust in blind
reckoning.”

“D—— It,” sung out Liverpool
hoarsely, “we don't need no sermon on
the dangers of the deep. Stow the
gaff, an' tell us what yer want.”

“T will,” I snapped back, “The free-
dom of the ship for both myself and
Mias Carrington. Our meals are to
be served privutely, and the lady is not
to be addressed by any one of you."

“My Gawd,” exclailmed a mufed
volce. “vou don't want much! Who

. cause to fear me.

sents the only problem unsolved,”

“My presence!  Why, he
No one knows where
Iam. If T never appearcd alive agaln
not a soul could ever account for my
disappearnnce.”

*“True, and probably McCann Is fully
aware of these conditlons. But he
wishes you allve, not dead, That fs
what makes the problem.”

She crossed the narrow space of
deck, and grasped my coat in her fin-
gers,

“Oh! this Is too terrible!
cannot Imagine It possible—"

“And why not?" I Interrupted. “He
Is all-powerful on board. He judges
the virtue of others by his own stand-
ard.
make that bargain to preserve life.”

“That I would marry him?"

“Marriage would seal your lips;
would win him safety, and also your

He—he
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You mean he would be willing |

hns no |

He dreams that you might even!

“What I may lmagine has nothing
to do with the case, Mlss Vera. My
thought, and that of Fergus McCann,
is not lable to be the same on any
subjeet. The only hope he can have
of ever winning you is through threat,
| He possesses power and can assall you
with deadly peril, It Is my belief that
he contemplates doing so."

“That he will offer me cholce of
murringe with him, or death?"

“Yes; it will not be put in just so
| brutal a form, for the fellow has a
| eertain polish over his villainy, but
| it will mean that,”

“Loan me the revolver.”

“For what purpose?”

“To kill the brute, if ever he dares
| such o proposal, Mr., Hollis, 1 would
[ die before I would ever permit his

touch! Marry him to save my life!
Why, I am so ashamed 1 cannot look
you in the faee; ecannot even find

words to express my detestation of
such a susplcion”

I stepped forward, and my hand
gently rested on the bowed shoulder.

“My dear girl,” 1 said  earnestly,
“look at me, and believe my words,
Lift your eyes:; 1 wuant you to read
the truth In my heart. It is not your
life alone; It 1s mine also, and the
lives of nearly all the others aboard,
which are at stuke, For the sake of
us all I am golng to ask of you u sac-
rifice.”

There had been a mist of tears In
the uplifted eyes, but as 1 paused this
had vanished,

“A sacrifice?” she stummmered, “That
| T marry that man?"
| "“God forbid! No; but that you en-
cournge him to think it possible.”

“Oh, 1 could pot—I could not!
not ask that of me”

“But listen,” I urged eagerly, forget-
ful of all else in the carnestness of
my plea. *“Vera, listen before you
muke decizion, The only possible
hope lles In the freedom of one of us
aboard. 1 can so juggle figures as to
keep the nhip safely at sea for another
| day and night, but no longer.
“Someone must be free to act and
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Continued,)

Parsnips.

For some renson bolled parsnips
were long considercd In some reglons
i of Kurope to be the proper vegetable
! to serve with galt fish, hut this tradi-
‘ tlon I8 pot followed In the United
| States, plain bolled or fried pursnips
belng coramonly served with roast
menats of any sort. They are also used
for soups, for fritters, and so on,




